
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 




ottty 

&$ga2ine of Vctic 



Vol. VI 
No. II 



MAY, 1915 



DRYPOINTS 




RUE BONAPARTE 

OU that but seek your modest rolls and coffee, 
When you have passed the bar, and have 

saluted 
Its watchful madam, then pray enter softly 
The inner chamber, even as one who treads 

The haunts of mating birds, and watch discreetly 

Over your paper's' edge. There in the corner, 

Obscure, ensconced behind the uncovered table, 

A man and woman keep their silent tryst. 

Outside the morning floods the pavement sweetly ; 

Yonder aloft a maid throws back the shutters ; 

The hucksters utter modulated cries 

As wistful as some old pathetic ballad. 

Within, the brooding lovers, unaware, 

[53] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Sit quiet hand in hand, or in low whispers 
Communicate a more articulate love. 
Sometimes she plays with strings and, gently leaning 
Against his shoulder, shows him childish tricks. 
She has not touched the glass of milk before her, 
Her breakfast and the price of their admittance. 
She has a look devoted and confiding 
And might be pretty were not life so hard. 
But he, gaunt as his rusty bicycle 
That stands against the table, and with features 
So drawn and stark, has only futile strength. 
The love they cherish in this stolen meeting 
Through all the day that follows makes her sweeter, 
And him perhaps it only leaves more bitter. 
But you that have not love at all, old men 
That warm your fingers by this fire, discreetly 
Play out your morning game of dominoes. 



THE VIEW AT GUNDERSON S 

Sitting in his rocker waiting for your tea, 
Gazing from his window, this is what you see : 

A cat that snaps at flies ; a track leading down 
By log-built shanties gray and brown ; 

The corner of a barn, and tangled lines of fence 
Of rough-hewn pickets standing dense; 
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